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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Oh, the lives of men, lives of men, 

In pattern-molds be run; 
But there's you, and me, and Bindlestiff- 

And remember Mary's Son. 



WHOA, ZEBE, WHOA 

Saddle me up the Zebra Dun — 

Whoa, Zebe, whoa! 
Double-cinch the son of a gun — 

Whoa, till I bridle you, whoa! 
Foot in the stirrup, straddle him quick- 
Pitch and squeal and buck and kick — 
Take your gait or the spurs will prick, 

Lope along, you Zebra Dun. 

The boys are off for town tonight — 

It's a-riding Zebra Dun! 
Playing poker and a-getting tight — 

Sift along, O Zebra Dun! 
Bunch of girls at Brown's Hotel 
Knows the steps, and dances well — 
Rattlesnake Pete and his fiddle — 

Lope along, O Zebra Dun! 

Lights of the town are a-shining clear — 

Run, you Zebra Dun! 
Last four weeks seems like a year — 

Run, Zebe, run! 
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Yip, yip. yhi, yi-yii 

Run, you old stiff-kneed grasshopper, 

You spiral-spined jackrabbit, you! 

A-ho, whoopee! 
Brown's Hotel we're bound to see, 
Swing them girls at the dance party, 
One-and-twenty on a moonlight spree — 

A-ho, whoopee! 

Whoa, Zebe, whoa! 

Whoa, till I hitch you, whoa! 

SWEETGRASS RANGE 

Come sell your pony, cowboy — 

Sell your pony to me; 
Braided bridle and your puncher saddle, 

And spend your money free. 

"If I should sell my pony, 
And ride the range no more, 

Nail up my hat and my silver spurs 
Above my shanty door. 

"And let my door stand open wide 
To the snow and the rain and sun; 

And bury me under the green sweetgrass 
Where you hear the river run." 

As I came dqwn the sweetgrass range 
And by the cabin door, 
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